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He sighed wearily, stroking his forehead with
his hand.

*  No.    There is a reality in it somewhere.    I
always knew that we were nothing to her compared
with my father.    He filled her whole vision, and
now she is lost/

*  I   will   never  be   that  for  a  man/   Judith
answered   sharply.    * Mark  you  that,   Francis,
Never, never, never! *

She went up to him, stood on tip-toe, kissed
his forehead.

* Dear Francis, good night.'

He did not attempt to stop her, but stood there,
lost in his own problem.

*  Even he/ she thought, ' does not want me
here/

Indeed, when she reached her room, she felt
more desolate than ever before in her life. She
belonged now to exactly no one at all.

She must go at once, this very night, but she
had no doubt at all as to what this going meant.
She was going now once and for ever. This place
was never again to be her home, or so at least
she thought, being no witch to see in a glass her
future.

She looked about her little room that had been
the same ever since her babyhood. There was
the oak-panelled arm-chair, the tallboy, the bed
with the faded cherry-coloured hangings.

She got out of the drawer her childhood
treasures: the fox's brush from Tom Gauntry, the
book on cock-fighting, the china jar with the
orange flowers, the two rag 'babies' and, best

G2